II
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI
1857-1861
WHEN the youthful Sam Clemens turned his
back on printing to follow his fortune on the
river and in the West, he may be said, in a
modern overworked phrase, to have c found
himself.' Put very simply, he turned into
Mark Twain.
It was the West, the river and the prairie,
the Nevada desert and the Rocky Mountains
and the sunlit shores of the Pacific, and with it
the new civilization of the West, raw but virile,
that nurtured the genius that never could have
blossomed in a New York boarding-house or
a Philadelphia printing-room. The West made
Mark Twain. All that he wrote has its basis
there. It supplies the point of view, the ' eye
of innocence,5 with which he was able later on
to look upon Europe. His western life began
on the Mississippi River. It resumed the play
of childhood, broken ten years before.
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